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ON BUSSES

Thermodynamics xam
Author unknown
CONTRIBUTED BY AL FERRIS

Free energy and entropy were whirling in his brain,
With partial differentials and Greek letters in their train.
For Alpha, Omega, Theta, Pi
Were driving him distracted as they danced before his eye.

Heat content and fugacity revolved within his mind,
Like molecules and atoms that you never have to wind.
Gay logarithmic functions pranced the cakewalk in his dreams,
While partial molal quantities filled up on chocolate creams.

They asked him in the final, if a mol of any gas,
Confined behind a membrane through which hydrogen could pass,
Were squeezed to half its volume, what the entropy would be
If seven eights of Epsilon equalled half of Delta P.

He said he guessed the entropy would have to equal four,
Unless the second law might bring it up some more.
But then it might be seven if the thermostat were good,
Or very close to zero if once rightly understood.

The teacher read his paper with a corrugated brow;
He knew he'd have to grade it, but he couldn't see quite how.
Till sudden inspiration on his cerebellum smote.
With breathless haste he seized his trusty fountain pen and wrote.

“Just like you guessed the entropy, I'll have to guess your grade.

No second law will raise it to the mark you might have made.
Which could have been a hundred if your guesses had been good.
But my guess drops to zero once they're rightly understood!”

yLa
bx P OUNEEN
FT
An All-University Literary Journal
MAY, 1957

VOLUME 55, No. 3

SHORT STORIES
CO-EDITORS
The Killer

°

Diane Cross

The Tragical History of Dr. Lemonade
Without a Cure

*

*

Grant Wedgewood

James L. Donnellan

The Treasure of Selim

°

DIANE SHOEMAKER

J. J. Tripp

® ARTICLES

ILLUSTRATIONS

Of Myths and Motors

He’s An Engineer
The Hillbilly
On Busses

LARRY RUFF

*

°*

*

°*

P. H. Mayer

BEN WESTBROCK

Albert Victor Ferris

Tom Zins
Julie Lane

Famous Baseball Highlights
Motels and How They Run

*
°*

Jim Hemmert
Margie Dwyer

Shakespeare or Not Shakespeare

*

MODERATOR
REV. JAMES E. DONNELLY, S.M.

J. J. Tripp

@ POETRY
Cover

6

Thermodynamics Exam
Night is Black

*

°

Al Ferris

Jim Hemmert

The EXPONENT, a literary journal,
is published in November, January,
March and May, in the interests of

the students
Dayton.

of the

University of

12

Delight Discovered

14

Sound of Wind

16

The Sea at Night

18

Blackness of Night

*

Jim Hemmert

Entered May 14, 1903 at Dayton, Ohio,

20

Evening Lagoon

*

Richard McCabe

as Second Class matter under the Act
of Congress, March 3, 1879. Accepted

21

Spring Morning

°*

David Conkling

22

Lines to a Misanthrope

*

°

Marvin L. Vest

Jim Hemmert
°

James Klein

*

Donald Dorley

Manuscripts may be brought or mailed
to the Editorial Offices, located in the

Activity Building, on the University
of Dayton Campus.

for mailing at special rate of postage

provided for in Section 1103, Act of
October 3, 1917, authorized December
17, 1920.

@ Only a reluctant pinkness skirted the horizon. A few of the prouder stars still sputtered overhead as
Lizbeth studied her way through
the tired cornfield. The hard brown
Georgia earth felt cool to her bare
feet, and she wiggled her toes a
little with each step. Each stalk
was still and bent, like a tired woman, resigned and waiting for the
August sun. Lizbeth walked close
to them, allowing them to brush
against her pale blue jeans, her

delicately bronzed arm.
She knew these corn stalks and
would have liked to be more leisurely in her meeting with them, but
this morning was not the time for

casual talk. Lizbeth adjusted her
grip on the Winchester rifle and
pulled the frown on her forehead
tighter.
At the edge of the field she stopped. She tumed around and planted the butt of the gun on the
ground between her feet. Unconsciously she tore a shuck from

around a young ear of corn.

It

squeeked in protest, but she did
not notice and lifted it to her
mouth. Back across the field she
could see a dozen house tops.

They were all the same, wood
shingled, slightly sloped to a slight

peak, a shy chimney at one end.
Dark brown now in the early morning, they were black in the rain
and dust white under the summer
sun.
“They ain't gonna like it, I know
they aint. But I gotta do it. I
made up m’ mind long ago. Time’s
come now, so I’m agonna do it.”
Lizbeth picked up the gun and
stepped swiftly but quietly to the
fence. She laid the gun between
the rusted strands of wire and then
flattened herself against the ground
and edged smoothly under. On the
other side she stood up quickly and
rubbed dirt into her hands. Then
she took up the gun, nestled it
firmly under her arm and started
toward the black and wooded hills.

thought about only one thing: the
death she must cause.
“This is got to be the day. He's
waited long enough. Be time to
bring in the crops soon. And somehow I got that feelin’, the same
one I got last year afore he come
down, an’ the year afore that.”
A jack rabbit zipped through the
brush, but Lizbeth did not so much
as turn her head. Her eyes sought
the insignificant marks
which
would lead her to the mountain

damp,

knee-high

weeds,

she

Killer

stream.

“He’s got this comin’ to ‘im fer
a long time. I reckon some of the
folks is scairt to do it. Some is
scairt of whut tothers ‘ll say. But
I ain't. I’m sick and tared of whut
he’s been doin’ to us year after

year.”
She found the stream now.

It

was justa trickle, but it would lead
up the mountain to a larger stream

“Some things is right
and some is wrong,

and to a pond where she planned
her kill. It was a matter of agility,
skill, and daring to ascend the
mountain as Lizbeth did: with only
strong hands and legs, a bit of
mountain lore and a sharp eye. But
it was important to Lizbeth to do
things as much alone, as much unaided as possible. In her fifteen
years she had been on her own
most of the time. She never went
to school. All that she knew she
learned from the men and the boys
in the village, from watching and
listening.
Now she watched carefully how
each stone was set, to see if it
would support weight, would slip
under pressure. She listened for
the dull thud in the ground that
would tell her he was coming. Lizbeth was tense but sure.
“Tll be glad when it’s done. I
knowed somebody oughta done it
fer a long time. I reckon the men
don’t want t do nothin’ cause
Grandpappy’s there, an’ he put up
with it all his life, an’ I reckon his
Grandpappy afore him. But we
ain't never gonna git nowheres ‘less

As she padded through the dew-

The

some body kills

‘im.

We

plant

crops, an’ they come up through

no matter

whut folks think”

Diane Cross

hail an’ blisterin’ sun, an’ bugs an’
birds an’ the Lord knows what-all.
We break our backs an’ cut our
han’s attendin’ ’em til it starts lookin’ like we might have a decent
crop. An’ in th’ evenin’s we smile
out over those fields, an’ th’ young
‘uns git their hair tousled, an’ ole
Grandpappy spits right far. But
then like th’ change o’ season Stag
comes down outa these hills, him
an’ his whole herd, an’ in no time
they trample down or eat up everthing, an’ we end up havin’ ’t
salvage jest enough t’ git through
th’ winter. Well, by God it ain’t
gonna happen agin!”

The stone ledge was cold to Lizbeth’s bare feet, and she hurried
to be on the ivy and weed covered
ground again. There was a break
in the mountain wall so that Lizbeth paused to consider going up
or across. Overhead the wall was
bumpy with a covering of loose
pebbles and an occasional stum
or weed jutting forth. The chasm
was deep though only about four
feet wide. Across it there were
broken and scraggy edges that
seemed to lead to the landing
where Lizbeth knew she would
find the pond she sought. In a moment she leaned over, extending
her rifle by the butt end. She wedged it into a crevice and then studied the stoney structure for a possible footing. She stood for a moment on the end of the ledge, her
eyes narrowed and focused on the
rough but sturdy looking crag.
Then her knees bent slightly and
in a flash she leaped across the
chasm. Her arms spread out and
embraced the rugged rocks which
spitefully burned and_ scratched
their lover. Lizbeth loosed her rifle
and picked her way deftly, eagerly,
to the top.
At the sight of the pond Lizbeth
went down on her knees and then
fell forward and onto the ground.
The earth here was like a living

and stared up into the sky beyond
the screen of tree limbs. Now the
pinkness had boldly spread itself

and its frightened child, Morning
Star, were left to resist.

less, their patterned faces staring
blankly toward the thicket. Then
he appeared. He entered the clearing slowly, like a general about to
inspect his armies. And his soldiers
waited, fearfully but with trust and
admiration.

“I love you,”Lizbeth whispered,
and then she laughed silently, wondering just what it was that she
tye there at that moment, alone,
on her mission of hate.

He approached the pond. He
lowered his old, kingly head with
proud effort, calling attention to
his clustered crown of countless
pointed arms.

Then she felt it. She felt the
thud of the descending herd. She
felt it in her body that lay against
the vibrating earth.

Lizbeth swallowed and_ raised
her rifle. The Stag’s head rose to
its full, glorious height, and he
looked straight at her, not frightfully or beseechingly, but knowingly and with pride.

out, silencing the tiny, sputtering
stars until only a vague half-moon

Lizbeth rose quickly, clutching
the rifle with a firm grip. She ran
to a cluster of elephant’s ears that
grew on one side of the pond. She
stood among them, as hidden as

possible, but so that she could see
the entire pond at a glance. She
held the rifle in both hands now,
her finger on the trigger. Not only
could she feel the galloping herd
through her feet which now oozed
into the cold, moist ground, but
she could hear their hoofs hitting
the brittle stone, the soft ground.
She waited. Her jaw set firmly.
With a smooth and instantaneous
gesture she brushed a braid of her
sand-brown hair back behind her
shoulder. She was ready. She was
sure.
There was a crash as the first
animal broke through the thicket
and into the clearing. Then one
followed upon the other until nearly twenty tall, proud deer stood
about the clearing, panting, listening, waiting. A few edged toward
the pond and began to drink. None
sensed Lizbeth’s presence.
“Which one, which one is Stag?”
Lizbeth’s heart pounded. She had
thought it would be simple. There
would be one leader, the one the
village called “Stag.” She would

kill him, and the others would disperse. Animals are like men in
that respect, she thought. Without

person to her. She put her face
into the cool, wet bed of sour

their leader, they scatter.

grass, ran her fingers through the

NOW 2%. s

leafy plants, and then dug her nails
into the soft dirt. She rolled over
Page 4

But

Suddenly the drinking deer raised their heads and stood motion-

Lizbeth felt her left hand grip
the Winchester barrel; she felt her
right index finger grow tense
against the trigger. Her cheek was
cold against the cold gun metal.
In a second the tiny sight at the

end of the barrel caught the Stag
squarely between the eyes. Lizbeth
grew cold all over. There was not
a movement within the entire clearing. Then the metal aiming point

centered in the sight, became one
with it and with the point between
the great Stag’s

eyes.

There was

the pull and the sudden jerk as the
shot went forth and the gun reacted.
He stood for a moment and then
fell, perhaps as a king would, with
no clamor, but in silence.
And Lizbeth stood, as the deer
fled in fear and bewilderment, and
wondered at what she had done.
*

o

*

She sat on a keg in front of
Grandpappy’s shack. It was the
meeting place for the dozen or so
families which formed the unoffcial village in this little valley.
Lizbeth still had her rifle. Her
legs were crossed like a man’s, and
she held the gun across them and

rubbed it self-consciously.
Three children sat in the dusty

road a few yards away and drew
in the dirt with their fingers.

The sun was a good way up in
the sky now, and the morning
freshness was drying up. The five
men who stood around Lizbeth
squinted in the tiny rays of light
which pierced the cracked brims of
their dirty straw hats. One of the
men

was

more

uneasy

than

the

rest. He shifted from one foot to
the other and chewed fiercely on
the Johnson weed in his mouth.
Finally he threw it down angrily
and said, “Gal, whyd ya do it?
Ain'tcha jest makin’ this here all
up?”
“Paw, whyd I make it up? I tol’
ja I shot ole Stag, an’ I did, an’ 'm
glad I done it.”
“Hush up Lizeth! Leastwise ya
needn't be s’ all-fired proud o' doin’
it!”
“Easy, Si.” It was Grandpappy
who spoke. He had now sat down
on the stoop and circled his boney
knees with his even bonier arms.
“Le’s jest wait ‘til th’ young fellers
git back from th’ pond. Then we'll
know whut th‘ truth be.”
“They’s

comin.”

<A

third man

spoke.
Through the cornfield marched
six young, solemn men. They all
wore overalls and faded denim
shirts, the sleeves rolled up or cut.
off at the shoulder. Their crumpled
hats were pulled low over their
browned foreheads so that their
eyes were not visible from the distance. Three of them carried long
barrelled rifles as Lizbeth had.
They marched in two's, as though
they were really on parade. When

they reached the wagon-wheel road
which led up to the waiting group,
the three little boys ran toward
them excitedly.

“Did ja fin’ Stag?”
“Wuz he daid like Lizzy sed?”

One of the young men reached
down to swat the little towheads.
“Gwan home, Ruffy! We got men’s
talk. Git!”
They
house.

scampered

behind

the

The older men’s eyes were on
the six young men. Lizbeth’s eyes
were on the dusty ground and her

muddy toes.
The six stern-faced young men
walked up to the small circle of
anxious faces without saying a
word. Five of them squatted down
in the road. The other removed his
hat and wiped his sweat-beaded
forehead with his arm. Then he
looked at Grandpappy and said,
“She done it, all right. Ole Stag is
daid as eny door-nail. Right twixt
the eyes.”
Now Lizbeth looked up, and she
searched her father’s strained features.

The big man, her father, clenched his fists and cried out, “Why'd
ja do it, Liz? Did th’ Devil git in
ya? I shouldn't never have gave ya
that gun t’ begin with.” And he
snatched it from Lizbeth’s unsuspecting hands.
"Paws. .’ She looked bewilder-

ed.
“Now jest hol’ yore hosses, Si.
Lizbeth done wrong, all right, but
maybe she don't see th’ wrong in
it.” It was Grandpappy who spoke
again, and he spit when he finished, but not very far, and the juice
dribbled down his chin.
“Wrong? I cain’t see I done no
wrong! I cain’t see why everbody's
actin’ this way. I only done whut
had t be did. Stag was a-hurtin’
us, an’ ya know it!”
“Liz,

don’tcha

talk

t

Grand-

pappy that a-way!” He slapped her
across the face. “Gal, whut done
got in t° ya?”
Lizbeth did not cry, but she bit
her lips very hard, and her eyes
grew large and dark.
“That’s enough, Si,” said Grandpappy. The old man stood up now
and walked to the edge of the
circle, his back to the group. He
looked out over the fields and up
the mountains and then turned
back to the group, and though he
addressed Lizbeth, he spoke to all

those present and to all his world.

“Lizbeth, I reckon ya don’t see
jest whut it wuz ya done. All ya
see is ya done kilt a deer. But us
folks whut has lived in this here
valley all our lives is helt t’gether
by all whut happens t us. Yore
right, Stag wuz a-hurtin’ us, but
that ain't th’ important thing tus.
My grandpappy afore me put up
with Stag, an’ I never seen fit that
I should change whut my Paw and
his‘n lived by. That’s th’ way it is
in life, yore brought up in a certain
way, yore family’s way o doin’
things. It b’comes part o' ya, an’
t’ change it takes somethin’ out 0’
ya, jest like cuttin‘ off a hand.”
Lizbeth jumped from the keg.
“But Grandpappy, it ain't th’ same
ifn ya change whut’s bad. That
don’t hurt, an’ that’s whut I done!”
For the first time Grandpappy’s
eyes flashed in anger. “Who's t’
say whut’s good an’ whut’s bad,
Lizbeth? It’s whut folks is used
ta.”
“No, it ain't! I know it ain’t, av’
I ain't never been to school.”
Lizbeth’s father had been silent
long enough. He_ grabbed his
child’s arm, and with his free hand
he hand-lashed her across the face.
She wrenched away from him and
in tears turned to the tall, young
man who stood solemnly at the
edge of the circle.
“Japheth, you know. Ya tol’ me.”

She glanced back at the men. “Japheth went off to be a minister.
None of us is ever left here.” Then
she looked up into his fearful startled eyes. “Japheth, mind when ya
tol!’ me some things is right and
some is wrong no matter whut
folks thinkP And mind when ya
sed that folks know these things
deep inside but git blind to ‘em
‘cause they live with “em fer
years?”
All attention was centered on
Japheth, the tall, sad man whose
eyes now went around the circle
from face to face. The faces all
waited for his reply, hungrily,
accusingly, for they respected Ja-

pheth, the only one who had gone
Page 5

away from
turned.

the village

and

_re-

chin dropped down on his chest.

“He spoke true, Lizbeth. You ain’t

Then Japheth looked into Lizbeth’s warm, hopeful eyes.
“T reckon I sed that, Lizbeth. . .”
She almost smiled, and the men’s
mouths dropped open. “But it don’t
apply here.” And his gaze fell from
her to the dusty ground.
Vjepheth |. &:.°
“He's right, Lizbeth.” One of the
older men spoke.
“Now ain't ya sorry fer whut ya
done?” asked Grandpappy in a
calmer tone.

Lizbeth turned abruptly around
from Japheth to the circle. Her
lower jaw stuck out, and her eyes
became little slits. She spoke in a
low monotone, “No. I ain’t sorry,
not one tiny bit, an’ I'd do it agin
right now ifn I could!”
“You ain't fit to live in this village,

Lizbeth,” said one of the young
men, observing her with increasing
hate.
Her father glared at the young
man disapprovingly, and then his

fit t be here.”

“Whut might th’ young ‘uns
think ifn they was t hear her
carryin’ on so?” asked Grandpappy
drawing up and_ surveying his

Lizbeth turned
the wagon tracks
village. And then
young men lined
road.

now to follow
away from her
she saw the six
up across the

“Japheth . . .” Her brow wrinkled
as she looked at him.

flock.

The tortured young man stepped

“Yea, Lizbeth, I reckon ya better
not hang ‘round these parts much
longer,” said a narrow-faced young
man, and he nudged the fellow
next to him. They both grinned.
“I... I don’t want to no how.”
And Lizbeth looked at her father
with uncertainty.

“Well, whut ya waitin’ fer?”
Grandpappy questioned her uneasily.

Lizbeth looked at him, wonderingly, and then at her father.
“Paw, kin I at least have m
gun?”
“I reckon ya wont be needin’
it, Lizbeth.” He stepped into the
road and walked slowly away from
the group.

toward her. “Ain’tcha sorry, Lizbeth?”
“How kin I be? I done whut’s
right, Japheth.” And she looked at
the old men. They glared at her.

She looked at the young men. They
grinned at her. Japheth, his head
bowed, stepped back into the row
of men across the road.
And Lizbeth turned and walked
away, slowly at first, and then with
increasing speed. She left the road
and walked out into a field. The
August sun shone down on Lizbeth
and made her sand-brown hair
shine. The Johnson grass waved
against her jeans, and little burrs
clung to her. And Lizbeth walked
on, toward the swamp that waited
for her, at the edge of the sunburnt field.

Night Ds Black
JIM HEMMERT
It’s black, farther than the eye can see.

lit’s black, higher than the soul can penetrate.
It’s black, broader than the mind can be.
It’s black, darker than the hands of final-fate.
It’s black, deeper than a man can live.

It’s black, blacker than human life can teach.
It’s black, wider than a light can give.
It’s black, all within God’s great and vast reach.

Of Myths & Motors
The farmer sits behind his modern horse —
or rather 210 of them to be exact

P. H. Mayer

@ There he sits — the chrome-loving, fin-fender admiring, horsepower-hypnotized American suburbanite in
his prefab home, setting aside the income tax forms
that face him in reviewing the new 1957 automobile
catalogues. But how does the American farmer feel
about the 1957 models?
Looking into the spacious West, we have the
Western farmer. He was a pioneer who came to the
western lands to spread out and raise his cattle and
crops. Hard working horses and oxen tended cows
tilled the soil for him. Turing to the modern day
rancher, we look at his life. On a typical western
ranch, like that of Roy Rogers, we are stunned to find
—HORSES! ! ! It is not “Roy Rogers and_ his
Cadillac,” but “Roy Rogers and Trigger.1” But what
about the automobile? Well, a phase of the automobile
has penetrated the West. Similar to our crowded
city “Used Car” lots, the Westerners do a great business with their “Used Horse” lots, where you can
bargain for an economy six cylinder horse or a highcompression V8 horse. But to the Westerner, his horse
is still his best friend! !!

usually throw their cars away after the first one

thousand miles.
Now, peering into the isolated and wooded hilltops of Kentucky, we notice an industrious hillbilly
farmer at work sittin’ on the porch pickin’ and
singin! To this farmer, the automobile has meant
more than to anyone else. His conception of the
automobile is The John Deere Tractor. Although he
doesn’t own one, his mountain climbin’ horse is the
best asset to his business. Now that tractors on the
big farms have reduced the hillside farmer’s demand,
he can spend more time at his regular business. The
experienced Kentucky farmer with his mountain
climbin’ horse can go beyond the reach of any automobile to his hidden-away still, and run off a gallon
or two per day. The Revenuers in their cars are
unable to penetrate the Kentucky hills. How has the
automobile affected this farmer? The Kentuckian,
because of the automobile, can devote more time to
his business and rest secure.
Then there is the newest type, the “gentleman”
farmer ... the Averell Harrimann, Dwight Eisenhower,
Adlai Stevenson type farmer. Harrimann is reputed
to be worth sixty-six million dollars; Ike ain’t a hurtin’
at his Gettysburg layout; Stevenson has his Libertyville. None of these men are interested whatsoever in
automobiles. The President is either carried about
by secret service men who cross hands and carry him
basket style, or they put him inside his golf bag and
wheel him around in his golf cart. Averell Harrimann

never uses an automobile because (he owns railroads
)
he always travels in a private railroad coach. Adlai
Stevenson never uses an automobile; where he goes,
he goes on hoof, otherwise how could he keep wearing holes in the bottom of his shoes. Isn’t the duty
of all Democratic Presidential aspirants to have holes
in their shoes? Or as two-time loser Adlai now reflects,
“It also helps if you have holes in your head.”

Farther south, we have the money-makin’ Texas
farmer. “When I came to Texas, I came with nothin’.
I grew up with Texas.” Bya secret process carefully
guarded by these Texan farmers, they become richer
every day. No one but these cactus cultivatin’ Texans,
knows how to do it. Texas is big and the Texans
walked; and what the automobile has done for them
is nothing. As a result of their secret process, each
money-makin’, luxury-lovin’ Texan owns his own Con-

These farmers really couldn't care less for the
fabulous new 1957 models so . . . . General Motor’s
big two-page magazine ads, Chrysler’s album of automobiles for 57, and The Ford Brochure are all for. . .
YOU!!

tinental Mark II. (At this point we must distinguish

1. Trigger is actually a 1940 Ford coupe which has been

the Continental Mark II from any automobile. Because it is a $10,000 item? delivered in a cellophane
wrapper, which is different from ANY automobile, it

chopped, channeled, and fabulously customized by the

can only be spoken of as the Continental Mark II.)
For the Texans, who are notoriously noted for their
notorious lack of mechanical skill, a Continental Mark

II is economical because they just can’t seem to learn
how to change the oil, and as a consequence they

Kustoms of California, painted by an imported Italian
artist, and operated by a twelve cylinder ’54 Cadillac
engine. Roy Rogers has already invested $50,000 in this
hand-shaped, hand-hammered, customized masterpiece

with its remarkable cantilevered frame, double-jointed
drive shaft, and its massive exhaust pipe deceptively
shaped to resemble a horse’s long flowing tail. At last...
instead of having an automobile with horsepower, we

have a horse with automobile power! !

2. White sidewall tires optional at additional cost.
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He’s an Engineer

With apologies to the Class of ’57

Albert Victor Ferris

@ You can spot him right away.
Whether he is a freshman, sophomore or junior, you can spot him.
The mark of the freshman is the
T-square which he carries everywhere
—some say even on dates.
The sophomore is usually unshaven, and glories in dirty fingernails
—to him its the trade-mark of his
calling. The junior has a harried
look. He is always clutching a
slide-rule and can be heard moan-

main categories. First, alphabetically, bien entendu, are the Chemical Engineers. They are blood brothers of the chemistry majors, and
together they successfully conspire
to render the air unbreathable with
the noxious vapours they delight
in producing in their hideaways,
sometimes called laboratories. Rumour has it that the city of Los
Angeles is considering expelling all
chemical engineers and chemists in

ing in a weak voice “lab reports,

a desperate attempt to combat the

lab reports.” The senior is a little
less obvious to the untrained eye.
Well groomed, well heeled, and
head held high, he stalks the campus like the lord of creation he is.
What is he? He’s an engineer. Mind

smog and smaze.

Even here

at

permanently. But the chemical
engineers have their good point.
Being long inured to the witches’
brews prepared in their test-tubes,
they can hold their beer like men.
Another type of engineer is the
Civil Engineer. Those who would
think that they are the blue-bloods
of the brotherhood have obviously
never met them. A civil word never
crosses their lips. It is part of their
formal education — with a full-time
instructor and all—to eschew the
gentler expressions and use the
more “manly” ones. They love to
dam things, preferably rivers, but
an instructor would do just as well.
They are forever building roads,
all sorts of roads, highways, skyways, throughways and freeways.

dent. Oh, no, sir! He is an engineer.

U.D., the administration, having
often been forced to flee St. Mary
Hall when the wind blew their way
has decided to move the chemical
boys over to a new building far
away from everyone, save the dormitory. But it was generally ad-

Engineers come in all varieties:

mitted, that if the chemical engi-

When that palls they'll settle for a

neers ever got out of hand and sent

bridge — suspension, cantilever or

big, huge, gigantic, et cetera, et
cetera, et cetera as the King of

their poisonous fumes towards the
dorm, the Founders Hall boys, who

contract. Occasionally, for sport,
they may build a skyscraper or

Siam would say. However, at U. D.

fear no mortal save Brother Louis

they have been classified in five

Rose, will soon put an end to that,

two, just for kicks. But on the
whole they are a likeable lot. The

you, he’s NOT an engineering stu-
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rumour that they amuse themselves in Materials Testing Lab by
hurling concrete briquettes at each
other is unfounded. They only hurl

them at their instructor. (And boy,
does he deserve them, shades of

india ink notwithstanding.
)
Very interesting, too, are the
Electrical Engineers. They are very
class conscious. The lowest is the
common, everyday house gauss.
Above him are the crazy coulombs
and the flying farads. Highest are
the rather sophisticated Maxwells
and Webers. But no matter where
they stand in the electrical hierarchy, these birds all have a mania
for peering into circuits
—open
circuits, closed circuits and short
circuits. What they see no one
knows. They don’t either, but its
as good a way as any to kill time.
When hard pressed, with one accord they shut themselves up in
black boxes and cannot be pried
out. The only possible way to win
their friendship is to have je tattooed on your left forearm.
Leaving this most curious species behind, we run into the industrial engineer. If his name suggests
that he is industrious, then gentle
reader, please disabuse yourself.
His sole purpose in life is to make
other men work, so he is always

performing a time and motion
study on others. But theoretically
he is still an engineer.
Finally we meet the Mechanical

Engineers. They are a class apart.
Since they are the only engineers
on campus who rate a building of
their own, their collective ego is
considerable. They do not like foreigners such as the Ch.E’s, the
C.E’s, E.E’s and LE’s invading

their domain, and they are pre-

NOTE: The writer requests the in-

dulgence of his fellow engineers who
may read this. It is with genuine
affection that he would like to dedicate this article to the students and
faculty of the College of Engineering, but most especially to the graduating class of ’57—a wonderful

group of men. Many and happy are
the memories that the writer will
take home with him to India.

pared to draw their slide rules and

T-squares and fight to the last drop
of diesel fuel. They have been
known to strike terror into the
hearts of their foes when they sally
forth to do battle, chanting their
warsong. It was written by an unfortunate, misguided Mechanical
Engineer while under the baleful
influence of an indefinite integral.
It reads as follows:
E to the x, du dx; E to the x, dx;
Cosine secant tangent sine,
Three point on four one five nine,
Square root, integral, u dv,
Slip stick, slide rule, Me.E.
When not engaged in mortal
combat with enthalpy and entropy,
these mechanical engineers hide in
dim recesses all over their building.
On any cold morning you can spot
at least one of them emerging from
behind a nice warm steam engine
where he had settled for a short
nap the previous evening. They
have one rather bad vice, though.
They constantly play truant, taking
field trips through Otto cycles,
Rankine cycles, Carnot cycles and
reversible cycles. (One group took
a trip through an irreversible cycle
and was lost to a man. Since then
irreversible cycles have been banned. )
The M.E. is basically a good
man, though he has been known
on occasion to play a practical joke
or two. Witness the time when
they removed the “Careful. Open
Moat” sign and stood by convulsed,
as their instructor fell into six feet

of turgid water. (The moat has
since been drained and covered by

official fiat. )
Nevertheless, despite his family

squabbles,

the

engineer

always

joins forces with his brothers to
face the commonfoe —the Business Student. Just why the business student should be his mortal
enemy is not clearly understood,
for, as any one will admit, engineering is, for many, a pre-business
course!

All in all, despite his weaknesses
and foibles, the engineer is an im-

portant figure on campus. He is
the leader of tomorrow. He is the
man who will guide our country
through these perilous times and
make our land a more comfortable
one to live in. But to those fair
maidens who would rush up and
try to steal the affections of this

paragon of human perfection, the
engineer, to these damsels would
I say:
Verily, marry not an engineer,
for the engineer is a strange being,

possessed of many devils. Yea, he
speaketh eternally in parables
which he calleth formulae, and he
hath but one bible: his handbook.
He talketh always of stresses and
strains. He showeth always a
sombre visage, and seemeth not to
know how to smile. He chooseth
his seat in a car by the springs
therein, and not by the damsel by
his side. Neither doth he know a
waterfall save for its power nor
recognizeth the sun except for her
with steam tables. Verily, though
absorption spectrum. Always he
carrieth his slide rule with him
and he entertaineth his maiden
his damsel expecteth chocolates,
when he calleth, he brings samples
of iron. Yea, he holdeth his damsels hand, but only to measure the
heat content thereof, and kisses her
only to test the viscosity. In his
eyes shineth a faraway look which
is neither love nor longing, but a
vain attempt to recall a formula.
There is but one key to his heart
and that is a Tau Beta Pi key and
one love letter for which he yearneth, and that an “A” and when to
his damsel he writeth of love and
signeth with crosses, take not these
symbols for kisses but rather for
unknown quantities. Even as a

youth he pulleth girls hair to test
its elasticity but as a man he discovers different devices, for he would
count the vibrations of her heart
strings and reckon her strength of
materials. For he ever seeketh to
pursue scientific investigations, and

inscribeth his passion in a formula
and his marriage is an equation in-

volving two unknowns and yielding diverse answers.
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THE TRAGIC TRILOGY
THE TRAGICAL HISTORY
OF DR. LEMONADE
Grant Wedgewood

His attention had been drawn to
huge drops of green goo dripping
onto the threadbare carpet. He had
set his crayon within two inches of
his desk lamp bulb.
Pingpong

@ It was night, towards the end

of the spring term. A gentle breeze
stirred round the walls of the old
college.
In a small, unkept room high in
Harris Hall, a small, unkempt man
was correcting examination papers

with a green crayon. A knock at
the door was repeated twice without attracting his attention.
“Dr. Lemonade,” said someone
from outside the door.
“What do you want?” asked Dr.
Lemonade, professor of business
administration, methodically lay-

ing aside his crayon and pushing
hie glasses back on his nose.
“There is someone to see you, Dr.
Lemonade,” replied the voice. “A
student of yours.”
The professor rose, upsetting an
ashtray full of caramel wrappers,
and went to the door.
“Who is it?” he asked the porter.
“A Mr. Pingpong, doctor.

He

said he’d wait in the management
lecture room.”

“Thank you, Hobbes,” muttered
the professor. When the porter had
gone, he turned back into the room
and began rummaging through a
drawer in his desk. “Pingpong —
Pingpong,” he said to himself. At

last a battered gradebook emerged
from the drawer, and Dr. Lemon-

ade ran his thumb down one page
atter another. “Here it is,” he said
at length. “Pingpong—management
—four B’s and a C. Now what’s that

stuff?”
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was

sitting

on

a

window sill, talking to a classmate,
when the professor entered.
“What can I do for you, young
man?” asked Dr. Lemonade,
addressing Pingpong’s classmate.
“I'm the one who wanted to see
you, doctor,” said Pingpong. “It’s
about my grades—I wanted to
know if I hawk any chance of getting an A this term.”
“Well,” replied the professor,
lighting his pipe, “how have you
been doing so far?”
“Pretty well, I think, doctor,
believe I have a B average.”

I

“Mmmhmmm. What did you get
at midterm?”
“You mean in management? B,
doctor.”
“Well, if you keep up the good
work you might bring it up to an
A. What I look for at grading time
is ambition and initiative.”
“Thank you, doctor.”
Fifteen minutes later, Dr.
Lemonade marked a green C on an
examination paper headed “No. 41
— Pingpong.” The next evening, he
looked at four B’s and two C’s in
his gradebook, and (since the C’s

were the last two grades) marked
a final grade of C for No. 41.
In the course of a few days, durthe inter-term vacation, Dr. Lemon-

ade received through the mail a
package of pipe tobacco with a

card reading “To Dr. Lemonade,
with gratitude. No. 41—Pingpong.”

“Must’ve given this one an A,”
murmured the professor, lifting the
ill-fitting lid of his tobacco jar and
shaking Pingpong’s gift on top of
the stale shreds within.
After lunch the next day, the
professor stuffed some of Pingpong’s tobacco into his pipe and
lighted it. “That tastes funny,”
muttered Dr. Lemonade, and fell
dead.

WITHOUT A CURE
James L. Donnellan
@ The coming of the year 2488
A. D. brought cause for great jubilation among the population of the
planet Earth. It marked the five
hundredth anniversary of the
banishment of disease from the
face of that planet. The almost
simultaneous discoveries of Jacobson and Rodgers in the latter part
of the twentieth century had conquered the only remaining bacterias that caused cancer, heartdisease and cholera. Not since that
time has any member of the Earth’s
populus been known to die of anything other than violence or old
age.
The first day of the new year
dawned with great brilliance, wellfitting the occasion of a great cele-

bration. Churches were filled to
overflow —by those thankful for
the great blessing God had_bestowed upon them. Those souls of
more hardy vintage were already
out giving the local innkeepers

(which had not changed in five
hundred years) a fine profit for his
days pains. So it was that many
were in quite merry spirits when
the first man fell.
The

surprise

and consternation

of those who found him cannot be

imagined. Here was a man in his
early twentie’s, who, less than
twenty-four hours before had been
in seemingly perfect health. At first,
people chose to pass off his death
as just a freak accident, but when
the inhabitants of that planet
began to die off with increasing
rapidity, the realization of the fact
could no longer be denied. Disease,
in some form, had returned.
Headlines in the newspapers
flagrantly blared forth the discovery. Scientists and other learned
men began to search for a cure.
The records of antidotes for sicknesses were brought forth from
their dusty nooks in museums. Sur-

prising to say, there were very few
books left on medicine. It must be
remembered that in over four hundred years the name “doctor” had
not been used in a medical sense.
In that time, due to man’s carelessness and cockiness, little know]ledge was left in the treatment of
ailments caused by bacteria.
General opinion held that science
would quickly come up with an
answer. After a week’s work, however, a tremor of panic began to
run through the people of the
world. Great men from all parts of
the globe had met in New York,
London and Moscow, and no solution had been reached. The death
toll had risen into the thousands
and was increasing by a staggering

were previously regarded as com-

monplace.
The passing of April into May
brought on the fifty percent toll in
deaths. One-half of the population
of the world was gone and there
was no prevention to the epidemic
in sight. Chaos now reigned supreme. People died in the streets
and were left where they had
fallen. Crime ran rampant. Gangs
were free to roam the streets since
any form of law and order had
been discarded.
Such was the state of the planet
Earth. The months of May and
June passed and the last lights of
the world flickered and died. July
1, 2488, exactly six months after
the start of the epidemic, the last
man died in the gutter of a small
village somewhere in Japan. In
just six short months two hundred
billion people had died. The disease which killed them, one which
in the twentieth century was cured

by a simple innoculation
— Diphtheria.

THE TREASURE OF SELIM
J. J. Tripp

amount.

@ Selim the Chieftain was insanely
proud of his collection of gems and
pearls. All his life he had collected
them; they were the only comfort
of his old age.

By February 27, the same year,
figures showed that over seven percent of the population had died

He kept them in an iron chest
sunken in the floor of a small cave,
where hand-picked men_ stood

conservative estimate,

guard night and day. Once a week

twenty-five percent more had contracted the disease. Over onefourth of the world had _ been

he visited the repository of his
priceless treasure and ran _his
withered, ancient fingers through
the lustrous hoard of many-colored

and,

as

a

Next day the lazy guards were
roasted alive, and Selim held a
conference with Zadar, his wiseman. “You must contrive a more
secure way to protect my gems and

pearls,” said the chieftain. “I cannot trust human guards to watch
over so priceless a treaure.”
“The most secure guardian,”
replied the sage, “is the broad blue
sea that murmurs beyond the hills.
From the sea came the pearls;
from the sands came the sapphires
and amethysts.”
“Would you have me consign niy
treaure to the deep, o wise man,
and lose beyond reclaiming what
it has taken a lifetime to collect?”
“Truly, such is the best course,”

replied Zadar. “Only the sea can
wash the blood from those baubles
that you love more than life itself.”
“No!” exclaimed the old chieftain. “Your words are the words of
a fool, not of a wise-man. Do as I

say, and find me a better way to
guard my hoard, or your blood
will pay for your folly.”
So the wise man began to prepare a better safeguard for the
treasure of Selim. Twice the moon
had waxed and waned ere Zadai
had finished his work.
“Now, o chieftain,” he said, “you
may relieve your untrust-worthy
human guards — my preparations

are completed!

>”

=

“But where is the protection?”
demanded Selim. “I see nothing
but the unguarded cave. Have you
invoked some invisible deity to
watch over the jewels?”

stones.

“Nay, said Zadar, “they are safe,
though no eye looks, and no ear
listens, for a thief!”

ceased on all parts of the globe.
The overall idea was that, “Everybody is going to die, let’s have a
good time while we can.” Those
men who were still working fever-

One night when the moon was
high, a thief from beyond the hills
stole into the cave and tried to
make off with Selim’s treasure. The

“Fool! Trifler!” shouted the chieftain. “Two moons you have wasted
with your planning, and it has
come to nothing!”

ishly towards a cure were greatly

awakened when the thief noisily

Before Zadar could utter another

hampered by the lack of commodi-

loaded the heavy box on the back

syllable, Selim gave orders to three

affected by the germ.
Time

passed _ swiftly.

Work

guards had fallen asleep, and only

ties such as electricity, atomic

of his beast, barely in time to pre-

power

vent the loss of the jewels.

and

other

devices

which

of his soldiers to seize the wiseman and put him to death. Zadar’s
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dying words were, “Death be to
him who loves the stones of the
earth and the pearls of the sea
more than life itself!”
That night, eight men_ stood

guard in the cave as usual. Next
morning Selim entered for his
weekly examination of the treasure,
and sent the men outside. With
trembling hands and a gleam in his

eye, the greedy chieftain raised the
lid of his treasure-chest. A massive
rock, set in motion by an ingenious
system of levers, rolled off its ledge
and crushed him toajelly.

Delight Discovered
MARVIN L.

VEST

I looked upon delight today;
I scarce could draw a breath.
I looked upon delight today,
And saw a creature blest.
{ looked upon delight today;
I scarce could seal my glance.
I looked upon delight today,
And beauty was enhanced.
For me, my God this thing unfolds
To see her lovely sight.
Never again shall I behold
A thing so rare, so bright.
Delight, delight a gem indeed
A thing of grace divine.

Delight, Delight of thee I plead:
Be mine! Be mine! Be mine!
For thee Delight, to God I pray,
To give to me your care.
For thee Delight. please! God do say:
Behold! this one, your fair.

It was a star of beauty bright
That I did chance to see.
It was a graceful blinding light.
Delight that came to me.
It I should chance by God's good grace
To have a prize to keep
It would be you, my dear Delight.
The girl my heart does seek.
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THE
HILLBILLY
Cincinnati harbors
some very picturesque characters

Tom Zins

® For those residents who are sufficiently tolerant to
appreciate the fact, Cincinnati harbors some very
picturesque characters. Due to its location on the
Ohio-Kentucky border, the Queen City receives a
considerable influx of southern immigration. Country
folk annually send their unofficial ambassadors to the
city, usually to work for those fantastic wages paid by
big industry.
My first day of summer employment brought me
into contact with one such individual, Ed, the head
man on our particular project. I was not immediately
impressed by the sight of my overseer. A_ short,
muscular arm extended a calloused hand to welcome
my hesitant grasp, as we first met. Behind that hand
stood a stocky, unshaven figure dressed in khaki
trousers, a sweat-soaked short-sleeved shirt, and ankle-

high leather shoes; all was adequately protected by
an African sun helmet.

Wiry grey hairs protruded
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below his headpiece and framed a pair of piercing
blue eyes and grinning expression.

time or another he also laid concrete blocks, erected
a brick chimney, and roofed a section of our creation.

The usual introductory remarks passed among the
three of us—the “big boss,” Ed, and myself — but
shortly thereafter I was left to Ed’s supervision, which
1 would soon learn to respect.

Ed is an easy man to work with. He took a
positive approach in correcting my many blunders,
teaching me the “what-to-do” rather than the “not-todo.” He himself patiently withstands correction. One
day the customer, inspecting the job, spotted a
concrete-block wall ever so slightly out of line. Ed
was told to tear out every errant block; and he did it,
apologizing for his mistake.

Officially I was a carpenter's assistant working
for a small suburban contractor. But, as Ed’s assistant,
I received a thorough indoctrination into nearly every
phase of the construction business. Ed is a proverbial
“jack-of-all-trades.” Primarily he is a carpenter. He is
the master of every knotty plank he seizes in his vicelike grip. He is equally adept at hammering together
a cement form or paneling an interior.

His saw cuts

with the precision of a razor, and his hammer combines radar-guided accuracy and authoritative power.
Rapidly but accurately, he could fasten roof sheeting
one day and build a set of cabinets the next, all without a splinter being raised or a nail lost.
Union restrictions would have limited Ed’s proficiency to wood work. But as we were non-union
labor and our company could not afford to retain
specialists, Ed had long ago learned to handle other
assignments. Cement work was another field in which
he was useful. He did flawless finish work on a
cement porch floor and cemented an entire basement
in the three months’ duration of my vacation. At one

One outstanding personality trait distinguishes
Ed from Cincy’s other southern invaders. He is proud
of his home and would never leave it. He lives on a
farm near Paris, Kentucky, and growsa full compliment of produce in his spare time. He also raises
livestock and chickens. At popular demand one day

during July, he brought one dozen live roosters to
town with him to sell to one of the Negro laborers on
our project. He commutes daily over a distance of
some seventy miles each way to his job in the city.
Yet he would never consider making a home in the
Cincinnati area. “That clean fresh country air’s what
I like,” he boasts; and one could never doubt that.
I have a standing invitation to visit Paris whenever I get the time. Ed said he wants to treat me to
some fine Kentucky fishing or hunting. Id like to
make that trip.

Sound of Wind
JIM HEMMERT

Listen to the sound of restless wind
Whistling among leafless trees.
Wind conceived during night to rescind
Peaceful quiet and nature’s music.
Hear the shrill, lonesome tune,
As it fights around the limbs
From lowest to tip reaching moon,
And then afar into eternity.
See the trees bend their backs

And produce false harmony
By a weird sound which packs
A groan and a moan in a lone tune.

Ou Gusses....
The liberal arts college — a cross-country bus

Julie Lane

@ An education is a valuable and
a sometimes necessary thing in our
modern world. But there are many
people who can't afford to go to
school. For these people, and for
those who are able to go to school
but who get somewhat bored with
book learning, I think I have found
a solution. Ride buses! It will present a wonderful opportunity to
learn, first hand, not onlya little

geography, but also a great deal of
psychology, sociology, and just general information. I am speaking of
the kinds of buses that travel across
the country. The other types, the

city buses, are capable of imparting only a limited education.

I am not an outgoing extrovert;
in fact, I am really very shy, but
from what I have observed, I must
be the only shy person that has
ever ridden a bus. Without the

slightest bit of effort on my part I

be peaceful for a few minutes.
Then this “cleanest person” will ask
some routine question such as,
“How far are you going?” or “What
do you think of this weather?” If I
answer the question, I'm trapped.

have been made the confidante, the
not always willing pupil, or the fascinated audience of my fellow passengers.

making appropriate comments as I

It usually starts like this: I enter
the bus and look for an empty seat
next to the cleanest looking person
I can find. I sit down and in a
few minutes this cleanest person
will be offering mea cigarette, or
perhaps a magazine. I usually smile
and say, “No, thank you.” All will

As I said before this can be very
educational. In the last few years
I have learned quite a bit about
the following topics: How to raise
turkeys, life as a soldier in Ger-

There’s no escape. Two hours later
I will still be nodding my head and
hear about family troubles, or life
on the farm, or why the world is in
such a terrible state.

many, the art of embalming a body
and just what it takes to be a good
undertaker, and what the evils of
drink can do to a man. Perhaps
the most interesting lesson of all
was taught to me by acollege boy.
He gave me advice on how to
avoid talking to strangers while on
a trip.

Maybe it would be a good idea
to require all sociology students to
ride buses as a research assignment.

Certainly it would be much more
interesting to learn the cases firsthand than to read about them in a
text book. I remember one young
man who would have beena great
help in work of this kind. He had
been in Germany for a year and a
half and was on his way home. He
had eloped with a fifteen-year-old
girl just before he had left the
United States. He and his wife had
a baby whom he had never seen.
For some reason or other they had
named their little girl Rocky Rose.

Maybe they were boxing fans and
had named the baby after the
“Champ.” This young man was only
eighteen and had six brothers and
sisters, all of whom had_ been
married and divorced. One of his
sisters had just divorced her second
husband after being married to
him only six months. She was
twenty years old. He told me all
this and a little more before spreading out over both seats and falling
noisily asleep.
I met another very interesting
boy on a bus going from Cincinnati
to Dayton. I had just experienced
a strenuous weekend, and I was
hoping to spend the time sleeping.
But since this boy wanted to talk,
I revived myself and listened. His
home was in Florida and he was on
his way to Dayton to meet his
grandmother in order to drive her
back home with him. He had just

graduated (with honors) from the
Cincinnati School of Embalming.

I know he will make a wonderful

undertaker. He talked always in
low and solemn tones and was most
solicitous for my comfort. He loved
his vocation and spent at least half
of the trip explaining to me the

proper way to comfort the relatives
of the deceased and the most flattering way to lay out a body. He
was a typical Southern boy, having
been taught that girls are helpless
and must be protected. He gave me
much useful advice on how not to
be helpless. After we arrived in
Dayton, he bought me a bowl of
soup because he thought I looked
a bit peaked.
I don’t ride buses these days as
much as I used to, but if life ever
gets dull, or I get tired of seeing
the same old faces, I won't hesitate
to hop aboard a bus and spend an
hour or two listening to an
“authentique* story taken from the
pages of true life.”
*Pardon my French.

The Sea at Night
JAMES KLEIN
Mighty, pounding, crashing sea,
Churning in the maelstrom of discontent,
Voicing your rage upon senseless shore —
Surge in your heroic leap toward heaven.
Billowing breakers gleam in the eye of night,
Writhing into layers of angered surf,
Reappearing, exhausted, as snowy foam.
Advancing, receding, even in motion,

Uniform in substance, inconsistent in mood,
Now you swim in perpetual circles,

Seeking new horizons,
Turning against yourself,

Drowning in futile endeavors,
Swell on, sweep on, forever

Babe Ruth's Dramatic Home Run

Famous

Baseball

Highlights

@ Of all the home runs Babe Ruth
hit, the last one he hit in a World
Series is the best remembered, the
famous called shot against Charley
Root of the Cubs at Wrigley Field
in the third game of the 1932
Series.
The situation was this. There
had been a great deal of dugout
jockeying between the clubs, the
Yanks needling the Cubs because
Mark Koenig, an ex-Yankee, had
been voted onlya series half-share
by them, although his September
batting helped win the pennant
for Chicago.
The Yanks won both the games
played in New York and moved to
Chicago for the next two. In the
third game, Ruth hit a three-run
homer in the first inning but when
he came to bat again in the fifth,
the Cubs had rallied and the score
was tied at four to four. Lemons
were pegged at the big fellow from
the stands and all the Cub reserves
crowded to the edge of the dugout
to pour invective at the big Bam.

Flashes from
diamond_ heroes

Root whipped a fast ba!! right
down the middle and Babe, holding up one finger, yelled “Strike
one!” in unison with Umpire Roy
Van Graflan. Charley came back
with another high hard one and
Ruth, his moonface split with a
grin, held up two fingers. And then
he pointed dramatically toward the
bleachers in center. It was precisely where the ball disappeared. The
home run, Babe’s last in World
Series play, broke the tie, and from
there the Yanks went on to win
seven to five.
He Was A Clown — Dizzy Dean

Jim Hemmert

One day at the Polo Grounds
Frank Frisch, manager of the Cardinals, called on Dizzy Dean to
warm up to start the game and discovered the great man was in the
clubhouse. Frank scooted pell-mell
to center field and up the steps to

“What’s up?” demanded Frisch.
“T tell ya, Flash,” answered Diz-

zy, I’ve decided to quit. I’m thinking of buying a farm and raising
peanuts.”
Instead of exploding, as Dean
had expected and which was the

reason behind almost all of Diz’s
gags, Frisch quietly sat down beside him.

“I envy you,” said Frank. “I wish
I had enough money to quit. It
must be nice and quiet on a peanut
farm. No more dashing around the
country with dopey ballplayers, no
more yelling crowds, no more
World Series worries. That's the
life.”
And, pausing to sigh with just
the proper tone of regret, Frisch
stood up and started for the door.
Within five minutes Diz was on the
field and in uniform. He must have
dressed like a fireman.
e

e

e

In the seventh game of the 1934
World Series between the Cardinals and Detroit, Dean was late
appearing for his warm-up chores,
having spent some time in front of
the Detroit bench observing the
warm-up motions of Eldon Auker.
Eldon was the under-handed righthander upon whom Manager Cochrane was staking all. Mickey Cochrane noticed Dean stalking Auker
and advised him to get over where
he belonged.
“Hey, Mike,” yelled Dean in
mock concern, “is he gonna pitch?
Is he the best ya got?”
This brought forth only roars
from the outraged Cochrane, and
Dean plodded toward the Cardinal
bench, shaking his head sadly and
muttering, “Won't do. Won't do.”

was.

The game itself turned out to be
a travesty when the Cardinals scored seven times in the third inning,
which Dean himself started with
a double to left. Dean, as a matter of fact, got another single in
this inning, thus equaling a World

There was Dizzy seated in front
of his locker nonchalantly staring

seven other players. Frank Frisch

into space.

hit

find out what

the

trouble

Series batting record held by only
the

pay-off blow

himself,

a
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double which emptied the bases.
As Dean dashed across the plate
and into the Cardinal dugout he
shouted, “That's all, boys! I said
one run was all I needed and I
brought it in myself. The others
don’t matter.”
Dean was as good as his word.
He blanked the Tigers all the way
and the Gas House Gang won eleven to zero.

Bobby Thomson's Homer
There wasn't a more unhappy
man on earth Wednesday afternoon along about four o'clock than
Bobby Thomson of the New York
Giants. As Bobby walked to the
plate his head was weighted with

a pair of billy goat horns, as punishment for two glaring lapses that
had all but knocked the Giants out
of the National League playoff.
Bobby had killed a Giant rally in
the second by trying to stretch a
single into a double with Whitey
Lockman perched on_ second,
watching him in amazement. Then
in the eighth he had committed a
fielding error that let in one run
and made another possible. So the
score being four to two in Brooklyn’s favor, was chiefly his fault.

There was one out in the ninth
with Don Mueller on third and
Whitey Lockman down on second
when Bobby made his appearance

at the plate. Ralph Branca had just
been called in from the bullpen.
Ralph's first pitch was a called
strike. His next pitch was one that
an angry, humiliated Scot lashed at
with all his fury. The ball sailed on
a low line toward the left-field
stand. It cleared the barrier by
inches a little beyond the three
hundred _fifteen-foot mark and
cleared Bobby Thomson of the
shame that would have faced him
forever as the man who lost a pennant for the gamest ball club that
ever came out of the depths to
find its place in the sun.
DiMaggio Returns To The Lineup
In the spring of 1949 Joe DiMaggio discovered he couldn't run
because of the same pain in his
heel which he had suffered the
year before. The pain was a bone
spur which he had been operated
on for in November. Joe was out
of the lineup for the first part of
the season, and he was beginning
to wonder if he would ever play
again.

Then one day the miracle hap-

pened.

In the first game after having
missed the first sixty-six games of
the season Joe singled on his first
time at bat. Later in the game Joe
blasted a home run with one on
to give the Yankees a five to four
victory. The next evening, off Mel
Parnell, lefthanded star of Joe McCarthy‘s pitching staff, Joe smashed two home runs good for four
runs and a nine to seven Yankee
victory. In the third game Joe
drove the ball over the left-field
wall for three runs and won for
the Yankees six to three.
It was this great display of power that knocked the Red Sox out
of the pennant race and made the
Yankees victors in 1949.

Blackness of Night
JIM HEMMERT

Dark, ever-reaching
To the far corners of space,
It hangs like a fog searching
For an unending place.
It descends like a blanket
Enfolding nature and life,
And peaks througha transit

To hide night-life.

Page 18

He put his foot on the

floor, and the pain was gone. That
afternoon he reported to Yankee
Stadium, and took batting practice
until his palms were blistered. Joe
got in an exhibition game with the
Giants. After that the Yankees moved to Boston, to meet the Red Sox,
their strongest rivals and a team
they were to beat out for the pennant in the final game of the year.

Motels and How They Run
..- Or how to keep your AAA rating

Margie Dwyer

® To become an expert on any

ophers would call a soul-shaping

subject often requires many hard
years of concentration, but I became one in two weeks. My field
of work was the motel, that strange
American invention characterized
by parked cars, large neon signs,
air conditioning, swimming pools,
and of course, Televisions. The last
two items are fairly new innovations, but I’m sure any self-

experience.

respecting motel wishing to keep
its AAA rating will have them.
It is not too difficult to receive a
master’s in the art of picking a
comfortable motel, but my knowledge stretches farther than this. I
even know what goes on behind
the scenes. My course in motel
management began when an inno-

cent remark was made to my aunt.
She was discussing plans for a summer vacation in Florida when I
casually mentioned that I would
make a rather good chauffeur
—if

one were needed. (I had received

The farthest I had ever driven
in my life was to Cincinnati, a

mere sixty miles from my homeland. But by four p.m. on Saturday, July 14, 1956, I had driven no
less than three-hundred and_ fifty
miles to Knoxville, Tennessee. The
Cumberland Mountains were behind me, and Georgia lay waiting
to be conquered.
Our first night’s camp on the
trail spoiled us, ['m afraid. Not
only did we have TV, telephones,
air-conditioning, etc.; we also had
twin swimming pools. Only one
thing marred our otherwise perfect
stay. While I was attempting to
help the manager pull the rollaway bed into the room, I underestimated my own strength and

yanked the screen door off the
hinges. The manager seemeda bit
perturbed over this and cut off our
supply of ice-water for the night.

pert on motels. Perhaps if they had
never happened, I would still be

lukewarm on the subject. But they
did and as a consequence I am an
authority.
Outside of Knoxville, about
twenty-five miles, is the town of Alcoa, Tennessee (so named because
of an Aluminum plant of the same

name
). Here it was that the worst
happened. The eminent chauffeur,
namely myself, did not see a very
red, red light and cracked into another car. What happened next I
would rather not relate, except to
say that no one was hurt but the
cars; and they indeed were a mess.
After a brief check-up at the
hospital, we were deposited by the
police at the first of a long line of
motels. Here we waited two hours
for the manager to appear, but he
never did. In the meantime we had
established ourselves in his office,
answering the switchboard and
even turning two customers away.

I was loading the car with enough
luggage to equip a battalion on a
week’s maneuvers. Thus began a

way at eight oclock, after Mass.

Finally the police came back and
took us to our second destination,
The Joy Motel. We were given a
hearty welcome and a corner room
overlooking the street, which over-

The events that followed on that

looked nothing. It was in this room

early Sunday morning made the

that we spent the next two days of

period in my life which _philos-

difference in my becoming an ex-

our life, the longest I can ever

my drivers license about three
months previously and considered
myself quite the equal of any

“James.”) The next thing I knew,

But this fact did not dampen our
spirits too much, and the next
morning we were cheerfully on our
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remember. By Sunday evening we
were climbing the walls. We thoroughly explored the town by a
slow ten-minute walk. We could
not even drink ourselves into oblivion for Tennessee is a dry state.

(We found out later that the local
bootlegger owned our “diggings.”)
By

Monday

afternoon

we

were

slightly insane and definitely redeyed from reading the dime novels
bought at the drugstore across the
street. Something had to be done
before we lost our remaining senses.
It was now Tuesday, and we could
not get the car until Friday.
Suddenly I remembered the
lodge where we had eaten breakfast before the accident. At least

there would be a different set of
walls to stare at. It was also in a
very pretty location with those
blood-red hills around it and a cool
lake not far away. Our decision
made, we finally found ourselves
situated in the Riverlake Lodge.
Now I began to get a behind-thescenes look at motel life.

price of a room, an argument which
we won. In between all this activity
we received a fifty-cent tour of
Knoxville, seeing the University
of Tennessee, Rich’s Department
store, and other points of interest.
Our host gave us another tour to
the Smoky Mountains, a_ treat
which we all enjoyed most heartily.

The proprietor had a son of the
same age as my sister and I, and
he undertook our education. With
him we picked up the daily laundry, put a new fuse in No. Seven,

After two more days of varied
activities, including putting another fuse in No. Seven and supervising the repair on the plumbing
in our own room, we discovered it

delivered the mail (after reading
the postcards) to Knoxville, and

was Friday. We also discovered

tended the office. He taught us to
run the switchboard and once we
even haggled with a man over the

that it was time to get the car and
leave. But the most amazing discovery of all was that we had been
having a good time.

Cvening Lagoon
RICHARD MC CABE

Evening lagoon,
dreaming in the twilight,
remind me not of joys I knew,
but engulf my memories with your silence.
The lazy blue heron
floats beyond your tropic afterglow
like a shimmering shadow of the days of youth.
Myriad lanterns in the sky
glimmer faintly,
fearing to penetrate the lurking gloom.
Evening lagoon, whose emerald waters reflect
the waning sunbeams like diamond brilliants —
remind me not of sorrow that I knew,
but engulf my memories with your silence.
Dusk, and the enchanted water
is enshrouded in ominous dark silence;
Dusk, but with dawning
come rebirth and quiet faith for tomorrow.

Spring “Morning
DAVID CONKLING

Spring, hail, as with a sudden gesture
You fling afar Winter's frigid cloak,
Perfuming the air
With the fragrance of intoxicating lavender
And rose.
Glory in reborn splendor,
Sprinkle wide your magic mist.
Listen to the whispering of doves upon a morn,
To the haunting call of thrush
And wren,
Winging melodies upon the breeze.
It is the season to be young at heart,
To burst with joy of living.
It is the time for singing, laughing, dreaming.
It is Spring, eternal.

Pines to a Misanthrope
DONALD DORLEY

Dear one, surfeited with loneliness,
do you hate me so?

Do you despise the good of God —
the babe, the dam, the fawn, the doe?

Would you rather be alone
than hear the warbler’s trickling tone,
or watch the infant smile out love?
Do you loathe a home?
From where does arrant hatred spring?
Am I to be blamed?

So far down you peer to me
with cold, vain, courtly eyes.
The love I send does fade its course,
smothered by your pride.
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Shakespeare or Not Shakespeare-That Is The Question

For $64,000 — Who wrote Shakespeare's plays?

@ Two or three years ago a num-

ber of scholars came out with a

theory that Christopher Marlowe,
the Elizabethan poet, playwright,
and bon vivant, had actually written the plays that we attribute to

his contemporary, William Shakespeare. When this theory was first

proposed, the literary world raised
its eyebrows — but not very far, because it had happened before.
Francis Bacon, Sir Thomas Walsingham, the Earl of Oxford, and
several other literary figures of
Shakespeare’s time have been credited with writing the dramatic
works of the immortal bard.

and fame of William Shakespeare;
others were absurd in the first
place.
I do not know whether modern
literateurs are overawed by the
mass of evidence behind the Marlowe theory, or whether they feel
it is not worth while disproving,
but I have yet to see any constructive refutation of it.

not particularly logical or conclusive to begin with. Nevertheless,
the vast weight of all these minor

their laborious searching (which
have included the opening of a

It is almost impossible to prove
or disprove a theory such as the
Marlowe one
—the uncertainty of
historical evidence and the uncon-

tomb), any more evidence than

they had when they first proclaimed

various reasons.

the theory.
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that they cannot be met with logical objections, because they are

Those who originally brought
forth the theory have lately ceased
to preach it from the housetops
— their spirits have been somewhat
dampened by a failure to find, in

The earlier theories have fallen
Some were proved

Such is the nature of many of
the arguments of the Marlowists

and unconvincing details taken together is enough to crush the
staunchest Shakespeare partisan, if
he does not take time to analyze
them one by one and pick out their
manifold fallacies.

by the wayside, one by one, for
false by the research of diligent
scholars eager to protect the name

was swayed by the original statement of the theory.

Nevertheless, serious

clusiveness of detailed analysis of

doubts remain in the minds of
many, whose faith in Shakespeare

words, sentences, and ideas make
these two forms of proof very in-

secure foundations for any argument; at the same time, those foun-

dations can only be knocked away
by more of the same.
I have studied the Marlowe
theory at some length, and have
arrived at a number of conclusions
that might well serve as points of
departure for a detailed and devastating attack upon it. It would be
impossible for me to state the entire theory here —it filled a whole
book when it was first proposed —
or to give all the elements of my

own counter-theory. I will only list
the cardinal points of each.

It has always been more or less
generally accepted that William

Shakespeare (1564-1616) was an
English actor, poet, and playwright
who wrote almost forty dramatic
works of unparalleled genius and
workmanship. It is also a matter
of general agreement that Chris-

topher Marlowe (1564-1593) was
a poet and playwright who also
undertook certain diplomatic missions, and that he was killed in a
tavern brawl.
The advocates of the Marlowe
theory insist that William Shakespeare was only an ignorant slob
of an actor. They claim that Marlowe, the brilliant young playwright, became involved in some
nefarious plot against the Crown,
and was in imminent danger of
being beheaded for treason, when
his patron, Sir Thomas Walsingham, spirited him away to the
Walsingham country estate, where
he was safe from the authorities
and where he could go on with
his writing in peace. The spiritingaway, according to the Marlowe
theory, was made to look like the
murder of Marlowe, and the plays
which the hiding author produced
were published under the name of
William Shakespeare, that addlepated, third-rate actor.

theory, which, if it takes liberties
with history, at least does so to a
lesser extent than the Marlowe
theory and is no less plausible. I

will first state my counter-theory,
and then consider, one by one, the
various essential points of the
theory it opposes.
It is my belief that Shakespeare
himself was, after all, a great playwright. There is no concrete and
direct evidence to the contrary;
indeed, a tradition of three and a
half centuries provides a_ fairly
weighty affirmation. Every schoolboy remembers, from his study of
Shakespeare’s life, that at about the
age of twenty, the future Bard of
Avon incurred the wrath of one
Sir Thomas Lucy, by poaching in
Lucy's deer park. Poaching, be it
remembered, was punishable by
death, and few were the wealthy
aristocrats who caught poachers
and failed to prosecute them “to
the full extent of the law.” Besides,
it is entirely possible that poaching was not the worst crime Shakespeare committed against Sir Lucy.
Be that as it may, Shakespeare
was certainly in grave danger from
Sir Lucy. It is my contention that
at this time — about 1585 — William
Shakespeare fled from England to
Italy, where he cultivated an already quick intellect by study in
the libraries and schools that were
the cradles of the Renaissance.
After seven years in Italy, a wiser,
more mature Shakespeare returned
to his native shores and took up
the career of dramatist. I quote
the article on Shakespeare in the

Encyclopedia Americana: “Seven
or eight years, from about 1584 to
1592. are blank so far as the
records go.

Sir Thomas Walsingham, not only
encouraged Marlowe's literary activities, but also employed the playwright for certain underhanded
schemes of which the less said the
better. For his complicity in one of
these schemes, Marlowe fell under
the suspicion of Queen Elizabeth’s
magistrates, and was to be tried for
treason and atheism. This much is
corroborated by history.
I maintain that Walsingham,
knowing that the authorities would
torture the playwright on the rack

before putting him to death, in
order to obtain information about
those associated with him in his
illegal activities, hired two men to
kill Marlowe. Like the other part
of my counter-theory, this cannot
be proven clearly from history, but
it is as good an explanation of the
facts as the Marlowe theory. Let
us now examine those facts.
The first body of evidence, as interpreted by the Marlowists, tends
to prove that the Shakespeare of
history could not have written the
plays attributed to him because of
intellectual shortcomings. My modification of the historical concept of

Shakespeare makes it possible for
him to have written them after all.
The Marlowists claim that
“Shakespeare’s” legal and medical
vocabulary, and his general grasp
of the English language, are beyond those of a Stratford tradesman’s son. Yet history affirms that
Shakespeare resided in London for
some time (where attendance of
trials at court was regarded as a
welcome change from attendance

of plays in theatres); and a legal

theory. Part of my defense of Shake-

theory: Christopher Marlowe was

document of the time proves that
Shakespeare himself filed and
pressed at least one lawsuit. He
may have acquired his medical
knowledge by association with
physicians, or by study of the
works of Vesalius, Colombo, and
Mondino in Italy. He might have
enriched his English vocabulary by
extensive reading of English books
in the Italian libraries. Let it be

speare rests upon out-and-out in-

another dramatist, rivaling Shake-

remembered

The Marlowists adduce numerous “facts” in support of their

Although there is no concrete

historical justification for my contention, it explains, quite as well as
the Marlowe theory, a great many
of the facts which the Mdlowists
have brought forth.
To continue with my counter-

validation of these “facts”, and the

speare in genius, but of a wild and

rest of it is based on a counter-

unruly temperament.

His patron,

that

many

historic

English manuscripts have been discovered or rediscovered in Italy.
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It is also argued that Shakespeare’s knowledge of Latin was
not good enough to enable him to
read Plautus’ plays in the original.
The influence of these plays is unmistakable in his works, but they
had not yet been translated into
English in his time. We know for
certain, however, that Shakespeare
finished grammarschool —an_ accomplishment that, in the sixteenth
century, involved a thorough acquaintance with the Latin language, acquired by the study of
Caesar, Cicero, Virgil, Pliny, and

defense, whereas the Marlowists
think the story as told in the records is a complete fabrication to
conceal Marlowe's escape. The only
positive facts that have thus far
been brought to light concerning
these records can be interpreted

the very writer in question, Plau-

Finally, several isolated facts and
quotations have been brought together to add weight to the Marbw theory. As a matter of fact,
they weaken it considerably, because each can easily be explained
away or reduced to an absurdity.

tus.

In 1593, Shakespeare published
Romeo and Juliet, the first of several plays set in Italy. His knowledge of that country is shown by
He plays to have been consider-

able — yet (say the Marlowists) he
is not known ever to have left England. Evidently they think that
every crossing of the channel three

hundredfifty years ago was recorded somewhere. I propose to explain Shakespeare’s familiarity with
Italy by suggesting that he was
actually there after all, as I have
already stated.
The Marlowe faction contends
that Shakespeare was not referred
to in the writings of any of his contemporaries. This is simply false
—the great dramatist, Jonson, who
carried on a friendly rivalry with
Shakespeare for years, has given
us a short biography of the Berd:
“De Shakespeare Nostrati’, which
is often quoted by the Madowae
themselves!
The legal records of the time are
fairly complete with regard to Marlowe’s death. Because of several
inconsistencies and absurdities in
these records, the Marlowists claim
that they have obviously been falsified. Their case, I think, is sound
in this one respect, and I concede
that the death of Marlowe almost

equally well in Shakespeare’s or in
Marlowe’s favor.
A number of interesting but
inconclusive parallels have been
cited between the styles of the two
writers. Since they prove nothing,
they require no rebuttal.

First: The names of four of
Shakespeare's plays appear in The
Stationer’s Register followed by the
phrase, “a book to be staid,” ie
not printed for awhile. The Marlowists infer that this was done to
avert suspicion. How it could have
done that I cannot comprehend.
On the contrary, the expression,
“to be staid,” was frequently
applied to new plays when they
were registered. If a play was

brought ‘out in book form at the
same time as its first performance
on the stage, rival companies of
actors could present it and draw
the audiences away from the company that had originally purchased
or commissioned it.
Second: In Shakespeare's will
there is a bequest to a “scrivener,”
or copying clerk. The Marlowists

believe that this man was employed by Shakespeare to copy out
Marlowe’s manuscripts. But why
would not Walsingham have attended to this? On the other hand,
if Shakespeare had employed this
man as an amanuensis, would that
not explain why he “never blotted
a line?”

sion their hero holed up at Walsingham’s estate, far from the wild
parties he so loved, and writing
plays that would be published
under the name of an ignoramus
called William Shakespeare. In the
first example above they see a code
identification of “Marlowe's text”;
in the second, an abuse of Shakespeare. I believe that the “simpleton” was a humorous touch of
Shakespeare’s own. When Samuel
Johnson wrote his Dictionary, he
defined lexicographer as “a writer
of dictionaries, a harmless drudge.”
As for “Martext” — anyone familiar
with the play knows that Sir Oliver
Martext, a clergyman, very literally
“mars the text” of the play by refusing to marry Touchstone and
Audrey. The celebrated lady dramatist of the eighteenth century,
Mrs. Centlivre, calls one of her
characters “Marplot” because he is
constantly diverting the course of
the plot in her comedy, “The Busy
Boy.”
Fourth: The famous Droeshout
portrait of Shakespeare resembles
a battered picture believed to be a
sketch of Marlowe made during
the latter's college days. I have
seen copies of both pictures, and I
can honestly say that, although
they are similar, neither looks particularly like any human face I
have ever seen. But suppose they
are pictures of the same face —
what then? If anything, the resemblance suggests that Marlowe,
instead of going into hiding, changed his name to Shakespeare. Or do
the Marlowists think that the real
Shakespeare went about in later
life—and sat for the Droeshout
portrait
—with a rubber mask of
Marlowe’s face over his own?
If I have not proven conclusively
the erroneousness of the Marlowe
theory, I have at least shown how
shaky it is, and brought matters to
a stalemate. When we throw into
the balance the traditions of three

Third: In As You Like It, there

hundred fifty years, and the un-

is a character named “Martext”’;
and the only William in the Shake-

swerving beliefs of the great major-

believe that the records were mere-

ly tampered with to make Marlowe’s murder appear like self-

spearean plays is described as “a
simpleton.” The Marlowists envi-

certainly did not take place as
described in the records. But I
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ity of scholars, I think the issue can
be decided once and for all in
favor of William Shakespeare.
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